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CHAPTER Xil—Continued. pocketbook. Some money was left to |a whisper what had bnppendﬁ gau; would. He tried not to see her, but I
i him by a relative in Vermont, That's |—while Mr. Latour looked all tell ye that bony old finger of hers
“Your fellow townsman, 8ilas|how it happened that he bought a famm | barrassed. burnt & hole in him. He couldn't stand
Wright, Is now the largest figure in|instead of going to the poorhouse when | “My face is not beautiful, &t M it. I knew he'd blow up some day un-

Washington, We were all worrled by the
resolution of Henry Clay until it began
to crumble under the irresistible attack
of Mr, Wright. On the 16th he sub-
mitted a report upon it which for lucid
and accurate statements presented In
the most unpretending manner won
nniversal admiration and will be re-
wembered allke for Its intrinsic excel-
lence and for having achleved one of
the most memorabla victories ever
gulned in the United States senate.
After a long debate Clay himself, com-
pelled by the irresistible force of argu-
ment in the report of Mr. Wright, was
obliged to retire from his position, his
resolution having been rejected by &
vote of 44 to 1.'"

With what pride and joy I heard of
this great thing that my friend had ae-
complished !

Going out with the crowd that eve-
ning, I met Sally and Mr. and Mrs,
Dunkelberg. The latter dld not speak
to me and when I asked Sally if I
could walk home with her she an-
swered curtly, “No, thank you."

1 have got & bit ahesd of my history.
Boon after the opening of the new
year—ten days or so later It may have
been—I had begun to feel myself en-
sompassed by a new and subtle force,
It was a thing as Intangible as heat
but as real as fire and more terrible, it
seemed to me, I felt it first In the at-
titude of my play fellows. They de-
nled me the confidence and Intimacy
which I had enjoyed before. . They
whispered together ln my presence. In
all this I had not failed to observe that
Henry Wills had taken a leading part.
The {nvisible, Inaudible, mysterlous
thing wrought a great change in me. I#
followed me through the day and lay
down with me at night. I wondered
what I had done. I carefully surveyed
my clotheg. They looked all right to
me. My characler was certainly no
worse than it had been. How it preyed
upon my peace and rest and happiness
—that mysterious hidden thing!

One day Unecle Penbody came down
te see me and I walked through the
village with bim. We met Mr, Dunkel-
berg, who merdaly nodded and hurried
along. Mr, Bridges, the merchant, did
not greet him warmly and chat with
him as he had been wont to do, I saw
that The Thing—as I had coms to
think of it—was following him also.
How it darkened his face! Even now
I can feel the aching of the deep,
bioodless wounds of that day. I could
pear It better alone. We were trying
to hide our pain from each other when
we sald good-by. How quickly my
uncle turned away and walked toward
the sheds! He cnme rarely to the vil-
lnge of Canton alter that.

May had returned—a warm bright
Muy. I had entered my seventeenth
vear and the work of the term was
fnighed.

Having nothlog to do one afternoon,
I walked out on the road toward Og-
densburg for a look at the woods and
fields, Soon I thought that I heard the
sound of galloping hoofs behind me.
I looked back and I saw Sally round-
log the turn by the river and coming
toward me at full speed, the mane of
ber pony flying back to her face. She
pulled up beside me just as I had
tmagined she would do.

“Bart, I hate somebody terribly,”
mld she,

*Whom 7"

“A man who I8 coming to our house
on the stuge today. Gruony Barnes is
trylug to get up a watch between us,
I'ather says he 18 rich and hopes he
will want to marry me, I got mad
about tt. He i8 four years older than
[am. Isn't that awful? I am golng to
be just ag mesn and huateful to him as
I can.”

“1 guess they're only foollng you," 1

maid,

“No, they mean It. I have heard
themn talking it over.

“He cannot marry you"™

“Why

It seemed to me that the time had
come for me to speak out, and with
burning cheeks I sald:

“Recause I think that God has mar-
ried you to me already. Do you re-
member when we kissed each other
by the wheat fleld one day last sum-
mer?”

quu

We had faced about and were walk-
log back toward Canton, I close by the
pony's side.

*May I kiss you agaln?”

She stopped the pony and leaned
toward me and our lps met In a kiss
the thought of which makes me Iay
down my pen and bow my head a mo-
ment while I think with reverence of
that pure, sweet spring of memory lnl
whose waters I love to wash myl
spirit,

“1 guess God has married us agaln,”
I declared.

“] knew that yon were walking on
this road and I bad to see you,” sald
she. “People have been saylng such
terrible things."

“What?”

“They say gour uncle found the
pockethook that was lost and kept the
money. They say he was the first man
that weot up the road after it was
lost.”

Grimshaw put the screws to him."

“I knew that your uncle didn't do
it she went on. “Father and mother
couldn't tell you. So I had to.,”

“Why couldn't your father and moth-
er tell me?"

“They didn't dare. Mr. Grimshaw
made them promise that ‘they would
not speak to you or to any of your
family, I heard them say that you and
your uncle did right. Father told
imother that he never knew a man so
honest as your Uncle Peabody.”

Just then we ecame upon the Silent
Woman eitting among the dandelions
by the rondside., She held a cup In
her hand with some honey on its bot-
tom and covered with a plece of glass,

“She Is hunting bees,” I sald ps we
stopped beside her,

She rose and .patted my shounlder
with a smile and threw a kiss to Sally.
Suddenly her face grew stern. BShe
pointed toward the village and then at
Sally.

“She means that there 1s some dan-
ger ahead of you,” I sald.

The Sllent Woman plcked a long
blade of grass and tipped its end in
the honey at the bottom of the cup.
She came close to Sally with the blade
of grass between her thumb and finger.

“She 18 fixing a charm,” I sald.

She smiled and nodded as she put a
drop of honey on Sally's upper lip.

She held up her hands while her lips
moved as If she were blesslng us,

“I suppose it will not save me if I
brush it off.” sald Sally.

W#went on and In & moment a bee
lighted on the honey. Nervously ghe
struck at it and then cried out with
paln,

“The bee has stong you," I sald

She covered her face with her band-
kerchief and made no answer,

“Wait a minute—TI'll get some clay,”
I said ns I ran to the river bank,

I found some clay and molstened it
with the water and returned.

“There, look at me!™ she groaned.
“The bee hit my nose."”

She uncovered her face, now de-
formed almost beyond recognition, her
nose having swollen to one of great
slze and redness,

“You look Uke Roduey Barnes” I
sald with a lnugh as I applied the clay
to her afliicted nose,

“And I feel like the old boy, I think
my nose ls trying to jump off and run
away.”

We were nearing the village, She
wiped the mud from hor prodiglous
nose and I wet her handkerchief in a
pool of water and helped her to wash
it. Soon we saw two men approaching
us in the rond. In a moment I ob-
served that one was Mr. Eorace Dun-
kelberg; the other a stranger and a re-
markably handsome young man he
was, about twenty-two years of age

We Came Upon the Silent Woman Sit-
ting Among the Dandelions by the
Roadslde.

and dressed In {he height of fashion.
I remember so well his tall, athletie
figure, his gray eyes, his small dark
mustache and his admirnble manners.
Both were appalled at the look of
Bally,

“Why, girl, what has happened to
you?" her father asked.

Then I saw what a playful soul was
Bally's, The girl was a born actress.

“Been riding in the country,” sald
ghe, *“Is this Mr. Latour?’

“This i« Mr. Latour, Sally,” eaid her
fsther,

They shook hands,

“] am glad to see you,” sald the
stranger. )

“They say I am worth seeing” sald
Sally. “This ls my friend, Mr. Baynes,
When you ara tired of seeing mé, look
at him.”

I shook the hand he oﬁ'lud me.,

“Of course, we can't bo good
looking,” Sally remarked with s sigh,
an if her misfortune were permanent.
and

I

say thntlhlveamdhuﬂ. ﬂall:
assured the stranger, v

They started on. I ex __"'_
and took a trall through the wgods to
another road. Just there, with Sally
waving her hand to me as I stood for
s moment in the edge of the woods,
the curtain falls on this hlghly mu-
tic perlod of my life,

Uncle Peabody came for me : \t eve-
ning. It was about the middle of the
next week that I received this letter
from Sally: !

“Dear Bart: Mr. Latouf gave up
and drove to Potsdam In the evening.
Sald he had to meet Mr. Parish, I
think that be had seen enough of me.
I began to hope he would stay—he
was so good looking, but mother is
very glad that he went, and 50 &m I,
for our minister told us that he Is one
of the wickedest young men in the
state. He Is very rich and very bad,
they gay. I wonder if old Eate knew
about him. Her charm worked well
onyway—didn't i1t? My nose was all
right in the morning. Sorry that 1
can't meet you Saturday. Mother and
I are packing up to go away for the

summer. Don't forget me. I shall be
thinking every day of those lovely
things you sald to me. I don't know
what they will try to do with me, and
I don't care. I really think as :tl
Bart, that God has married us gach
other.
“Yours foréver,
“SALLY DUNKELBM.

How often I read those words—so
lke all the careless words q .the
young! :

CHAPTER XIff,

The Bolt Falls, 1
Three times that winter I had seen
Benjamin Grimshaw followed by the
Silent Woman clothed In rags and

pointing with her finger. 3
The trial of Amos came on. He bad
had “blood on his feet,” us they used
to say, all the way from Lickitysplit
to Lewls county in his flight, having
attacked and slightly wounded two
men with a bowle knife who had tried

fo detain him at Rainy Lake. Hud
also shat at an officer In the feinity
of Lowville, where his ag yal’

fected. He had been !dantlﬂ by
these men, and $o his character a§
desperate man had been established.
This in connection with the scar on his
face and the tracks, which the boots
of Amos fitted, and the broken gun
stock convinced the jury of his guilt,

I remember well the look of the
venerable Judge Cady ae he pro-
rounced the sentence of death upon
Amos Grimshaw, A ray of sunlight
slanting through a window In the late
afternoon fell upon his graclous coun-
tenance, shining also, with the softer
light of his spirlt, Slowly, solemnly,
kindly, he spoke the words of doom.
It was his way of saying them that
first made me feel the dignity and
majesty of the law, The kind and fa-
therly tone of his volce put me In
mind of that supremest court which
s above all question and which was
swiftly to enter judgment In this mat
ter and In others related to it

Slowly the crowd moved out of the
courtroom. Benjamin Grimshaw rose
and calmly whispered to hls lawyer.
He had pof spoken to his som or
seemed to notice him since the trial
had begun, nor did he now. - had
ghed tears that day, but not he,  Mr,
Grimshaw never showed but ong €mo-
tlon—that of anger., He was ADETY
now. His face was hawd and stern. He
muttered a8 he walked out of the
courtroom, his cane briskly beating the
floor.

The Silent Woman—as ragged as
ever—was waiting on the steps, Out
went her bony finger as he came down.
He turned and struck at her with his
cane and shouted In a shrill voice that
rang out like a trumpet In his frengy :

*“Go 'way from me, Take her away,
somebody. I ean't stan' (. Bhe's killin'
me. Take her away., Take her dway.
Take her away."”

His face turned purple and then
white, He reeled and fell hendlong,
like a tree severed from Its roots, and
lay still on the hard, stone pavement.
It seemed as if snow were falling on
his face—Iit grew so white, The Silent
Woman stood as still as he, polnting
ai him with her finger, her look no-
changed. People eame running toward
us. I lifted the head of Mr. Grimshaw
and lald it on my knee, It felt like the
head of the stranger in Rattleroad.
Old Kate bent over and looked at the
eyelids of the man which fluttered
faintly and were atill,

“Dead I" she muttered.

Then, as if her work were finighed,
she turned and made her way through
the crowd and walked slowly down
the street. Men stood aside to let her
pass, ad If they feit the power of her
spirit and feared the touch of her gar
menta,

Two or thrées men bad run to the
houss of the nearest doctor. The erowd
thickened, As 1 sat looking down at
the dead faee In my lap, n luwyer who
had come out of the courtroom promed
near me and bent over and looked st
the set eyes of Benjamin Orimshaw

“It's & Ho—my ancle never saw the

Mr. Horaee
lsughed benrtily—for | had told him

and sald;
“fibe floored hims ut last. | knew yhe

der the strain. Bhe got him at last.”
“Who got him?” another asked.
“Rovin' Kate. She killed him point-
ing her finger at him—so,”

“She's got an avll eys, Everybody's

afraid o' the crazy ol' trollope.”

“Nonsense! She isn't half as crazy
a8 the most of us” sald the lawyer,
“In my opinion she had a good reason
for pointing her finger at that man.
She came from the same town he did
over iIn Vermont, Ye don't know what
happened there.”

The doctor arrived. The crowd
made way for him. He knelt beside
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“Go 'Way From Me. Take Her Away.”

the still figure and made the tests. He
rose and shook his bead, saying:
“It's all over, Let one o' these boys
go down and bring the undertaker.”
Benjamin Grimshaw, the richest man

ln :lw town,shlp. m d.eld. and I have

=3 ered into its srun. The Httle, brokﬂ- :

spirited wife stood there with the
same sad smile on her face that I had
noted when I first saw her in the hilla
Rovin' Kate was there in the clothes
she had worn Christmas day. She was
greatly changed. Her hair wes neatly
combed. The wild look had left her
oyes, Bhe was like one whose back I
relieved of n heavy burden, Her Hpa
moved as she scattered little red
squares of paper Into the grave, I sup-
pose they thought it a crazy whim of
hers—they who saw her do It I
thought that I understood the curlous
bit of symbollsm nnd so did the school-
master, who stood beside me, Doubt-
less the pleces of paper numbered her
curses,

“The scarlet sins of his youth are
Iying down with him In the dust”
Hacket whispered as we walked away
together.

(END OF BOOK TWO.)

BOOK THREE

Which Is the Story of the Chosen
Ways.

CHAPTER X1V,
Uncle Peabody's Way and Mine,

It is a bad thing to be under a heavy
obligation to one's self of which, thank
God, I am now acquitted. I have
known men who were their own worst
creditors. Hverything they earned
went swiftly to satisfy the demands
of vanlty or pride or appetite. I have
seen them Iiterally put out of house
and home, thrown neck and crop into
the street, as it were, by one or the
other of these heartless creditors—
ench s grasping uwsurer with unjuost
clalms,

I remember that Rodoey Barnes

called for my chest and me that fine |

morning in early June when I was to
£0 back to the hills, my. year's work In
#school belng ended. I elected to walk,
and the schoolmaster .went with me
five miles or more across the flats to
the slope of the high country,

“Soon the senator will be coming™
he remarked. “1 have a long letter
from him snd he asks about you and
your aunt and uncle, I think that he's
fond o' you, boy.”

“I wish you would let me know when
he comes,” I sald.

“T am eure he will 1ot you know,
and, by the way, I have heard from
another friend o' yours, my lad. Ye're
& lucky one to have so many friends—
sure yo are. Here, I'll show ye the
letter, There's no reason why 1

shouldn’t, Ye will know its writer,

probably. I do not.”
{TO BE CONTINUED,)

Difficult Men to Handle,
There Is no cless of men so diMeuld
to be munnged In a state 'ns #hoss
whose Intentions are bonest, Lol

whose consclonces ara bewitched
Napoleom, '

summer don’t spend hours over a hot ml
31}:0 Libby’s dehcat?céorned Beef chilled — it
m]l give you an entirely new idea of how

g summer meal can be p
Get a package from your grocer today.
- Libby, MSNeill & Libby, Chiﬂlb
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HARD TO TRACE ITS DESCENT

1
Story of the Standard Yard and Its
Origin Must Be Accepted With
Some Reservation.

The pleturesque story of the rela-
tion between the length of Henry I's
arm and the standard yard which the
lord chancellor will disinter from the
walls of Westminster palace is one
we should all like to accept, writes
A correspondent of the Manchester
Guardian, But the historical stand-
ards have changed so often that there
must be many gaps in the chain of
descent, If the yard and the pound
are ag described they must be exact
coples of the less romantie standards
of the board of trade, which date from
no later than 1884, And why prosy
Victorlans should have burled them in
a wall Is hard to understend. The
oldest standard In existence, so far as
I know, is the yard of Henry VII,
which should be in the Jewel house,
but as it has only 35088 inches it 1sno
longer good measure, Parllament had
A standard troy pound and a8 new yard
constructed In 1760, They were de
posited with the clerk to the house of
commons, but In the fire of 1884 the
pound was lost and the yard Injured.
Thle yard was then lost sight of untll

1801, when It was puced in the lqbby

of tho_ eluk'm L

Tlu Difference.

“I recelved two requests for an In-
crease in salary today."

“That so? DId you grant them?”

‘T refused one und allowed the
other.”

u‘%y-zu

‘Because of a difference In the re-
quests. One of the young fellows came
in and simply asked for more money
on the ground that he needed it,
turned bim down. The other young
fellow came in and sald that he needed
more money, and asked if I couldn't
glve him a chance to earn more, I did."

Expressing Thoughts,

We have a right to say what we
think only when we are thinking that
which is right to say. Many thoughts
are too warped by selfishness and un-
kindness to stand that test.

Wise tarmers never nttempt to ralse
thelr crops in the political fleld.

Hvery time a man's nelghbors kick
it makes him sore,

1t

True Difference.

“You never join In when they sing
‘The Btar-Spangled Banner,’"™ res
marked the reproachful friend.

“Iiver hear me try to slog?”

HNO "

“Then you don’t understand my po-
sitlon. I have too much respect for
our national hymn to try to sing It"

FOR SUMMER COLDS

Nothing gives quicker relief tham
Vacher-Balm,

It is harmless, and also relleves
Nervous Headache quickly, and any:
superficial inflammation in a short
time.

Try it for Mumps, Hay Fever, or any
pain.

If you cannot buy It locally, send
for a Free Sample, and Agent's terms,
or send 60c¢ stamps for 2 25¢ tubes.

Avold imitations.

-, W, VACHER, inc., New Orleans
La.—Adv.

HEARTY EATERS IN AUSTRALIA

Citizens of That Country May Clalm
to Have the Best Appetites
en the Planet.
Some surprising statlstics were pub-
lished recently of what the average

He eats every year 264 pounds of
meat, which works out at an average
of two sheep and one-fifth of a bullock
for every man, woman and baby in
Australin! He ents more than twice
a8 much meat as the average English-
man, and three times as much as the
average Frenchman, and four times ns
much us the average German or Swisa,

In additlon, he consumes about three
and three-quarter hundredwelght of
wheat. two and g half hundredwelight
of potatoes, and almost one huudred-
welght of sugar.

If he is a Tasmanian he eats a quar'
ter of a ton of potatoes In u year!

Paper Plant for Argentina.
Argontilm manufacturers are arrang-
Ing to' establish the first paper plm
in that country.

Truth and = woman's age are not om
speaking terms,

The vainer a woman is the easjer it
1s to moke her happy.

Coffee

the y

boili
much

You Hesitate to Give

Then why give it to grown
folks? You can pleasantly

aollaxlre the qxl;estlon of aﬁ
table drink by giving all
famil

ostum Cereal

Boiled-full 15 minutes after
begins, it tastes

superior coffee.
It's an economy.

At Grocers.

to Children

sold at 15 and 25




